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On both hands, the index fingers and the middle fingers were exactly 

Doris Gilmore, once a student of Jarmoskowski in Prague, and still 
obviously, painfully, in love with him, shook coppery hair back from 
her shoulders and held up her own hands. 

"My fingers are so stubby," she said ruefully. "Hardly pianist's hands 

scratching his palms abstractedly, and Foote found himself in a universe 
of brilliant perfectly-even teeth. No, not perfectly even. The polished rows 
were bounded almost mathematically by slightly longer cuspids. They 
reminded him of that idiotic Poe story—was it Berenice? Obviously 



MAGAZINE 







"Oh!" she said. Jarmoskowski turned toward her. Foote slipped be¬ 
hind his back and into Jarmoskowski's room. He did not propose to 

In a quieter voice Doris said, "Oh, it's you, Jan. You startled me." 
"So I see," Jarmoskowski's voice said. - Foote canted one eye around 
the edge of the door. "It appears that we are the night-owls of the party." 
"The rest are tight. Especially that horrible painter. I've been reading 












across the room to the table beside his bed. As he crossed the path of 
silvery light his shadow was oddly foreshortened, so that it looked as if 
it were walking on all fours. There was a lamp on the side table and he 
reached for it. 

Then he stopped dead still, his hand halfway to the switch. He seemed 
to be listening. Finally, he turned and looked back across the room, 
directly at the spot behind the door where Foote was standing. 


It was the blackest spot of all, for it had its back to the moon. But 
Jarmoskowski said immediately, "Hello, Paul. Aren't you up rather late?" 
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silently in the darkness, watching the Pole's barely-visible figure beside 
the fresh bed, and the sound of his own breathing was loud in his ears. 
The broad flat streamer of moonlight lay between them like a metalic 
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"See ? He isn't here, either. And the bed's not been slept in. Doris, you 
saw him go in there. Did you see him come out ?" 

The girl looked startled. "No, but I was in my room — " 

"All right. Here. Look at this." Foote led the way over to the window 
and pointed. "See ? The prints on the snow ?" 

One by one the others feaned out. There was no arguing it. A set of 
animal prints, like large dogtracks, led away from a spot just beneath 
Jarmoskowski's window—a spot where the disturbed snow indicated the 

"Follow them around," Foote said. "They lead around to the front 
door, and in." . 

’ 1 Have you traced them ? " J ames asked. 

"I don't have to. I saw the thing, James .' 1 

"Maybe he must went for a walk," Caroline suggested. 

"Barefoot ?" There are his shoes." 

Bennington vaulted over the windowsill with an agility astonishing 
for so round a man and plowed away with slippered feet along the line 
of tracks. A little while later he entered the room behind their backs. 

"Paul's right," he said, above the hub-bub of excited conversation. 
"The tracks go around to the front door, then come out again and go 
away around the side of the house toward the golf course." He rolled 
up his wet pajama-cuffs awkwardly. 

"This is crazy," Newdiffe dedared angrily. "This is the twentieth 
century. We're like a lot of little children, panicked by darkness. There's 
no such thing as a werewolf!" 

"I wouldn't place any wagers on that," James said. "Millions of 
people have thought so for hundreds of years. That's a lot of people." 

Newdiffe turned sharply to Lundgren. "Chris, I can depend upon you 
at least to have your wits about you." 

The psychiatrist smiled wanly. "You didn't read my Stockholm paper, 
did you, Tom ? I mean my paper on mental diseases. Most of it dealt 
with lycanthropy —werewolfism." 

"You mean — you believe this idiot story ?" 

"I spotted Jarmoskowski early in the evening." Lundgren said. "He 
must have shaved the hair on his palms but he has all the other signs — 
eyes bloodshot with moonrise, first and second fingers of equal length, 
pointed ears, domed prefrontal bones, elongated upper cuspids or fangs— 
in short, the typical hyperpineal type — a lycanthrope." 

"Why didn't you say something ?" 

"I have a natural horror of being laughed at," Lundgren said drily. 





20 MAGAZINE OF HORROR 







MAGAZINE OF HORROR 


been funny—now it was grimly grotesque. Newcliffe picked up the box 
and carried it back down to the cellar, where the emasculated cartridges 
awaited their new slugs. 



cliffe appeared abruptly from the cellar. 


"I pried 'em loose, cooled 'em with snow and rolled 'em out with a 
file. They're probably badly crystallized but weneedn'tlet that worry us." 

He put one cartridge in the chamber of each rifle and shot the bolts 
home. "There's no sense in loading these any more thoroughly — ordinary 



"Why certainly," Newdifle said, looking surprised. "She shoots like 
a fiend — she's snatched prizes away from me a couple of times. I thought 
everybody was going along." 

"That isn't right," Foote said. "Especially not Doris, since the wolf— 

"Are you going to leave her here by herself?" 

"Oh no!" Doris cried. " Not here! I've got to go! I don't want to wait 
all alone in this house. He might come back, and there'd nobody here. 
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It was Foote who fired first. The rifle's flat crack echoed through the 
woods and snow puffed up in a little explosion by the wolfs left hind 
pad. A concerted groan arose from the party and Newcliffe's voice thund¬ 
ered above it, ordering his dogs back. Bennington aimed with inexorable 

The werewolf did not wait. With a screaming snarl he burst through 
the ring of dogs and charged. 

Foote jumped in front of Doris, throwing one arm across his throat. 
The world dissolved into rolling, twisting pandemonium, filled with 
screaming and shouting and the frantic hatred of dogs. The snow flew 
thick. Newcliffe's flashlight rolled away and lay orf the snow, regarding 
the tree-tops with an idiot stare. 

Then there was the sound of a heavy body moving swiftly away. The 
shouting died gradually. 

"Anybody hurt?" James' voice asked. There was a general chorus of 
rio's. Newdiffe retrieved his flashlight and played it about but the snow¬ 
fall had reached blizzard proportions and the light showed nothing but 
shadows and cold confetti. 

"He got away," Bennington said. "And the snow will cover his tracks. 
Better call your dogs back, Tom." 

"They're back," Newdiffe said. "When I call them off they come off." 

He bent over the body of the injured animal, which was still twitching 
feebly. "So—so," he said softly. "So—Brucey. Easy—easy. So, Brucey— 

Still murmuring, he brought his rifle into position with one arm. The 
dog's tail beat feebly against the snow. 

The rifle crashed. 

Newdiffe arose, and looked away. "It looks as if we lose round one," 
he said tonelessly. 


IT SEEMED TO BECOME DAYLIGHT VERY QUICKLY. The 
butler went phlegmatically around the house, snapping off the lights. If 

"Cappy ?" Newdiffe said into the phone. "Listen and get this straight 
—it’s important. Send a cable to ConsolidatedWarfare Service—no, no, 
not the Zurich office, they’ve offices in London -r and place an order for a 
case of .44 calibre rifle cartridges. 







get him out here with a truckload of silver crucifixes. Understand, Paul, 
there is a strong physiological basis behind all the mediaeval mumbo- 
jumbo. 

"The herbs are anti-spasmodies — they act rather as ephedrine does in 

not be able to maintain the wolf shape if he gets a good enough sniff. As 
for the religious trappings, that's all psychological. 

"If Jan happens to be a skeptic in such matters they won't bother him 
but I suspect he's— " Lundgren's English abruptly gave out. The word 
he wanted obviously was not in his vocabulary. "Aberglaeubig," he 
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'None yet. Someday perhaps, but until then—We will be doing Jan 

’Also," Newdiffe was saying, "drive over and pick me up six Brown- 
automatic rifles. Never mind the bipods, just the rifles themselves, 
tat? Well, you might call it a siege. All right, Cappy. No, I won't be 

'It's a good thing," Foote said, "that Newdiffe has money." 

'It's a good thing," said Lundgren, "that he has me—and you. We'll 
how twentieth century methods can cope with this Dark-Age disease." 
Newdiffe hung up and Lundgren took possession of the phone.. "As 


"As I understand it he thinks he's bound by the pentagram," Foote 
said. At the telephone, where Lundgren evidently was listening to a differ- 
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f the hidden evil things beyond it began to seep through. The wind, 
aandoning the trees and gables, whispered and echoed the vo'ces, count- 
g the victims slowly as death stalked'through the house. 

Three — doser now ! 

Four—the fourth sleeper struggled a little. Foote could hear a muffled 
eak of springs over his head. 

Five. 




They- pounded downstairs. By the time they reached the front room 
the pilot was coming in with Newcliffe. A heavy case was slung between 


Croydon," said the pilot. "If you 
pany said I was to collect from yo 
artridges and five hundred for m** " 
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"Cheap enough. Hold on. I'll write you a check." 

Foote whistled. He didn't know whether to be more awed by the trans 
atlantic express service or the vast sum it had cost. 

The pilot took the check and shortly thereafter the tea-ketde began to 
whistle again. From another huge wooden crate Newdiffe was handing 
out brand-new Brownings. 

"Now let him come," he said grimly. "Don't worry about wasting 
shots—there's a full case of dips. As soon as you see him, blaze away 
like mad. Use it like a hose if you have to." 

"Somebody go wake Chris," Bennington said. "He should have les¬ 
sons too. Doris, go knock on his door like a good girl." 


Doris nodded and went upstairs. "Now this stud here," Newdiffe 
said, "is the fire-control button. You put it in this position and the gun 



The throat was ripped out and the face and all the soft parts of the 
body had been eaten away. The right leg had been gnawed in one place 
all the way to the bone, which gleamed white and polished in the reassur¬ 
ing sunlight. 
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after the encounter with Jan. We forgot one of the cardinal laws of ly- 
canthropy. 


"A man who survives being bitten by a werewolf himself becomes a 
werewolf. That's how the disease is passed on. The pinearin in the saliva 
gets in the blood-stream, stimulates the victim's own pineal gland and — " 
"But nobody was bitten, Paul," Doris said in a reasonable voice. 
"Somebody was, lightly. None of you but Chris and myself could 
know about the bite-infection. Evidently somebody got a few small scrat¬ 
ches, didn't think them worth mentioning, put iodine on them and forgot 
them — until it was too late." 







There Shall Be No Darkness 


lently to the carpet. After awhile he dropped his hands. Bennington's 
face was gray with illness but rigidly expressionless like a granite statue. 
James' back was against the wall. He watched the anomalous corpse as if 

As for Newdifte he had no expression at all. He merely stood where 
he was, the bloody candlestick held loosely in a limp hand. 

His eyes were quite empty. 

After a moment Doris walked over to Newdifte and touched his shoul¬ 
der compassionately. The contact seemed to let something out of him. He 
shrank visibly into himself, shoulders slumping, his whole body withering 
visibly into a dry husk. 

The candlestick thumped against the floor, rocked wildly on its base, 
toppled across the body. As it struck, Foote’s dgarette butt, which had 
somehow remained in it all day, tumbled out and rolled crazily along the 


"Blood,'' he said emptily. "She had a cut. On her hand. Handled 
making canapes. I did it." 

followed her obediently, stumbling a little as his blood-spattered shoes 
scuffed over the thick rug, his breath expelling from his lungs with a 
soft whisper. The two disappeared up the stairs. 


Bennington bolted for the kitchen sink. 



novelist said Shakily. "Don't 


condemn yourself, 


Foote nodded. He felt — nothing. Nothing at all. 

"The body?" 

"Yes. 1 suppose so." He got up from the bench. Together they carried 
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Gently they placed the body on the cement floor, laying some gunny- 
sacks under it. "In the morning," Foote said, "we can have someone 
come for her." 
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our reckoning. We never have our latitude exact now, for we cannot tell 
the sun's dedination for the right day." 

"Let me see your letters," said Philip, advancing and taking them out 
of the seaman's hands. 

"They must not be touched," screamed Schriften. 

"Out, monster!" replied Philip, "who dares interfere with me ?" 

"Doomed—doomed —doomed!" shrieked Schriften, running up and 
down the deck, and then breaking into a wild fit of laughter. 

"Touch not the letters," said the captain, trembling as if in an ague fit. 
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"Impossible! I left her young and blooming. Here's one for the house 
of Slutz and Co., to whom the ship belongs." 

"There's no such house now," replied Philip, "but I have heard that. 






MAGAZINE 


HORROR 


are still mine. Although my enemy, for her sake I forgive you, and will 
not attempt to harm you." 

"You do then forgive your enemy, Philip Vanderdecken ?" replied 
Schrifiten, mournfully, "for such I acknowledge myself to be." 

"I do, with all my heart, with all my soul," replied Philip. 

"Then have you conquered me, Philip Vanderdecken; you have now 
made me your friend, and your wishes are about to be accomplished. 
You would know who I am. Listen. When your father, defying the Al¬ 
mighty's will, in his rage took my life, he was vouchsafed a chance of 
his doom being cancelled, through the merits of his son. I had also my 
appeal, which was for vengeance. It was granted that I should remain 
on Earth, and thwart your will. That as long as we were enemies, you 
should not succeed; but that when you had conformed to the highest 
attribute of Christianity, proved on the holy cross, that of forgiving your 
enemy, your task should be fulfilled. Philip Vanderdecken, you have 
forgiven your enemy, and both our destinies are now accomplished." 

As Schrifiten spoke, Philip's eyes were fixed on him. He extended his 
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"MEEST MAITLAND HIM COME SOON. Him say for you 
to wait," said the grave Indian boy who opened the door to us. 

He led the way up two flights of stairs and ushered us into the long 
room that was Francis Maitland's own museum. It was in darkness, 
but with a soft, sibilant apology, the Indian youth switched on the lights. 
They hung at intervals all along the room, disclosing Maidand's tro¬ 
phies—the stone figures that he had dug out of the pyramid of Xoctli, 
the inscribed lava blocks that had proved veritable stumbling-blocks to 
philogists the world over, the stone calendar and sun dial showing the 
Mayan astronomical year, show-cases filled with ancient jewelry, and 
safes in which reposed still more valuable finds. 


(Copyright 1931 by The Clayton Magazines, Inc., for STRANGE 
TALES, November; by permission of Forrest J. Ackerman.) 
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course, as you said, Mr. Adachi. The god is that of lightning and earth¬ 
quakes, who had to be appeased every so often with the blood of a hu¬ 
man being. He was also, as you know, the python god. Probably he had 
to be fed whenever the half-tame pythons that the priests kept needed a 
meal themselves. You can see the symbol, Kent," he added to me. 

Suddenly, as if they had only that moment appeared, I saw the two 


sculptured pythons, one on either side of the god's leering face. If the 
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persuade Mr. Maitland to cooperate with him, but it is only recendy 
that he has acquired enough English to make his wish understood." 

"I hope you'll join us, Kent," said Maidand nervously. "I—I'm 
counting on you, as an old friend. I — " He turned to Garth with a help¬ 
less gesture. "Please take lull charge of the proceedings, Mr. Garth," 

up to our litde group. Pophonoc nodded. I was again struck by the boy's 

Four chairs were brought and splaced in a semi-circle about the altar. 
Pophonoc vanished and reappeared. He had cast off his western clothing 
and wore nothing but a loin-cloth of some native material. And I had 
not been mistaken in my estimate of his physical strength. His splendid 
copper-colored body was one surge of rippling muscles. 


"Did you ever see such a man, Mr.Garth?" I whispered. "He'd make 
his fortune as a physical culture instructor." 
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rom his pocket and began 








MAGAZINE OF HORROR 


of condition, a strong, vigorous, healthy youth. Only his eyes glowed 
with baleful fires as he turned them on Garth and myself for a moment. 
"Meesf Maitland!" 

There followed a phrase in Mayan, an movement of the hand, and a 
look of piteous uncertainty came upon Maitland's face. 





Yes, Pophonoc looke 
edge, and he did not l 
He scowled as he 
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back to life, 
;oing mad, I 
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of quivering flesh. I felt the hot, noisesome breath upon my face. It 
couldn't go on, or I should become a demented, raving, mindless thing. 
My brain was bursting. 

And over the altar towered a hideous being, shadowy and vague, 
yet growing momentarily more clear. Its face was the leering face of the 
carven god, but infinitely more cruel and hideous, more murderous 


The end came. The place was filled with tumult, with leaping bodies. 
I heard a scream of terrible intensity break from Maitland's lips, saw 

taneously I saw Garth and Adachi leap from their seats on either side of 
In their hands they held the hatchets that they had brought with them, 

gling like Laocoon and his sons in the famous sculpture. 

I felt one of the coils pass over my head and tighten about my neck. 

with the horror of it the catalepsy passed. I was oh my feet, screaming 
with horror, and fighting madly to free myself. 

I saw Adachi's ax descend. He had lopped off the coil a foot from my 

stumbled forward with the idea of rendering aid to Garth, who was still 
struggling in the coils of the second serpent. But a more fearful scream 
issued from Maitland's lips. And the sight I saw was more dreadful 

By some demoniac light which, I swear, never emanated from thfe 
little red bulb, I saw him standing over the body of Pophonoc. In one 
hand raised aloft, was the sacrificial knife of stone, and in the other 
Pophonoc's heart, torn from the living flesh in the manner of the old 
Mayan priests. 

A blinding flash of lightning followed, and then a peal of thunder 
that seemed to shake the room. It shook me from my feet. Next moment 
I was struggling amid the debris that was raining down on me. The 
whole building seemed to be collapsing. A beam dropped from above, 
pinning me to the floor, which was collapsing too. I felt myself falling 
into an abyss. I knew no more. 

It was in in a private room in a hospital that I came back to con¬ 
sciousness hours later. One of my legs, as I discovered afterward, had 




trials to bear for his lack of wisdom, that wasn't Maitland. Only his 
"No," said Garth, "that wasn't Maitland." 




‘WeUln&s 0f 


&ltvin &td tV #11 s 

Ly aParry Sugene WlereM 








actually beginning on the list supplied by the firm, I did some private 
background study. This was simply reading a wide and varied collection 
of horror tales. 

I began with a modern, Yar Grenue, who had caught a vast following 
with the adventures of an impish ghost named Impia. But I soon realized 
that Grenue was! unique. He wrote in an intellectually slick style stories 
which were really satires of horror stories. Some quick checking in literary 
circles revealed that Grenue had very litde appeal with the true con- 



I debated where to begin. I was thinking of starting in alphabetical order, 
but in my reading I had found one author to be more frightening that 
any other. I was so impressed by his ability to scare, to present his 
























brightly in the dark. It had a distinct halo of light beaming around it. 
It also appeared that the light came from the inside of the locket and 
was shining out the crack. 

I snapped it open. The light nearly blinded me. It burned with great 
heat. I dropped the locket and fell back against the hall wail with my 








darkness again. The laughing and other sounds that had been present 
stopped and the house became silent. 

The silence depressed me. It seemed unnatural and I began to plead 



























shadow over the blue light. 
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THE THRICE-INFAMOUS NATHAIRE, alchemist, astrologer 

suddenly and under circumstances of strict secrecy from th6 town of 
Vyones. It was widely thought, among the people of that vicinage, that 




augment the unholy mystery: for it was patently impossible that Nathaire 
and his ten apprentices, with several cart-loads of household belongings, 
could have passed the ever-guarded city gates in any legitimate manner 
without the knowledge of the custodians. 

It was said by the more devout and religious moiety that the Arch¬ 
fiend, with a legion of bat-winged assistants, had borne them away 
bodily at moonless midnight. There were clerics, and also reputable 
burghers, who professed to have seen the (light of dark, man-like shapes 
upon the blotted stars together with others that were not men, and to 






waned in ghostly silver. With its waning, people began to talk of other 
magicians and fresher mysteries. 

Then, in the moon-deserted nights of early summer, there came a ser¬ 
ies of disappearances far more unnatural and inexplicable than that of 
the dwarfish, malignant sorcerer. 











the dead monk, who, with his head lolling horribly on his broken neck, 
rushed as if fiend-ridden from the chapel and ran down the hill toward 
the demon (lames and clamors of Ylourgne. 


FOLLOWING THE ABOVE-RELATED OCCURRENCE, two of 
the brothers who had previously desired to visit the haunted castle again 
applied to the abbot for this permission, saying that God would surely 
aid them in avenging the abduction of Theophile's body as well as the 

hood of these lusty monks, who proposed to beard the Arch-enemy in his 






MAGAZINE 


HORROR 


sure that the place was an outpost of Erebus, an ante-chamber of the 
Pit; but nevertheless, they entered bravely, chanting loud exorcisms and 


Passing through the cavernous doorway, they could see but indistincdy 
in the gloom, being somewhat blinded by die summer sunlight they had 





The Colossus of Ylourgne 89 

the bones and dropping them into a cauldron beneath which there glowed 
a ruby-colored fire; and another was flinging the lumps of flesh into a 
tub filled with some hueless liquid that gave forth an evil hissing as of a 
thousand serpents. 

Others had stripped the grave-clothes from one of the cadavers, and 
were starting to assail it with long knives. Others still were mounting rude 
flights oi stone stairs along the walls of the immense vats, carrying vessels 
filled with semi-liquescent matters which they emptied over the high rims. 

Appalled at this vision of human and Satanic turpitude, and feeling a 
more than righteous indignation, the monks resumed their chanting of 
sonorous exorcisms and rushed forward. Their entrance, it appeared, 
was not perceived by the heinously occupied crew of sorcerers and devils. 

Bernard and Stephane, filled with an ardor of godly wrath, were about 

body. This corpse they recognized as being that of a notorious outlaw, 
named Jacques Le Loupgarou, who had been slain a few days previous 
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now helpless and could no longer wield their crucifixes or the sprinklers 
of holy water which they carried. 

In this ignominious condition, they heard the voice of the evil dwarf, 

ficulty, being denied the assistance of their hands. Bernard, who was still 
sick with the poisonous vapor he had inhaled, fell twice before he suc¬ 
ceeded in standing erect; and his discomfiture was greeted with a cachin- 
nation of foul, obscene laughter from the assembled sorcerers. 

Now, standing, the monks were taunted by the dwarf, who mocked 
and reviled them with appalling blasphemies such as could be uttered 
only by a. bond-servant of Satan. At last, according to their sworn testi¬ 
mony, he said to them: 

"Return to your kennel, ye whelps of Ialdabaoth, and take with you 
this message: They that came here as many shall go forth as one.” 

Then, in obedience to a dreadful formula spoken by the dwarf, two 
of the familiars, who had the shape of enormous and shadowy beasts. 


















oldest portion of the immemorial wood, he came to the steep, stony 
valley that led to his destination. This valley was the fountain-head of 
the Isoile, which had dwindled to a mere rivulet. In the brown twilight, 
between sunset and moonrise, he saw the lights of the Cistercian monas¬ 
tery; and opposite, on the piled, forbidding scarps, the grim and rugged 
mass of the ruinous stronghold of Ylourgne, with wan and wizard-fires 
flickering behind its high embrasures. Apart from these fires, there was no 

reported by the monks. 

mense nocturnal bird, had begun to peer above the darkling valley. Then, 
very cautiously, since the neighborhood was strange to him, he started 



high-built donjc 
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that yawned before him like a peopled hell. Afterward he was never 
wholly sure of certain things, and could remember very litde of the 
actual manner in which the work of the men and their assistants was 
being carried on. Dim, dubious, bat-like creatures seemed to be flitting 
to and fro between one of the stone vats and the group that toiled like 
sculptors, clothing the bony foot with a reddish plasm which they applied 
and molded like so much clay. Gaspard thought, but was not certain 
later, that this plasm, which gleamed as if with mingled blood and fire, 

of the shadowy flying creatures. None of them, however, approached 
the other vat, whose wannish light was momently enfeebled, as if it were 
dying down. 

He looked for the minikin figure of Nathaire, whom he could not 
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oily muskiness of serpents, arose to r 
He appeared to descend for a dia 
Slowly the stench grew stronger, m< 
door danged sullenly on rusty hing 
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self by investigation that his captors had not troubled to deprive him of 
his dagger. Gnawing a crust of stale bread in the darkness, and caressing 
with his hand the hilt of the precious weapon, he sought for some rift 
in the all-environing despair. 

He had no means of measuring the black hours that went over him 
with the slowness of a slime-clogged river, crawling in blind silence to 
a subterrene sea. The ceaseless drip of water, proably from sunken 
hill-springs that had supplied the casde in former years, alone broke 
the stillness; but the sound became in time an equivocal monotone that 
suggested to his half-delirious mind the mirthless arid perpetual chuckling 
of unseen imps. At last, from sheer bodily exhaustion, he fell into troubled, 
nightmare-rid den slumber. 

He could not tell if it were night or noon in the world without when he 
awakened; for the same stagnant darkness, unrelieved by ray or glimmer, 
brimmed the oubliette. Shivering, he became aware of a steady draft that 
blew upon him: a dank, unwholesome air, like the breath of unsunned 
vaults that had wakened into cryptic life and activity during his sleep. 
He had not noticed the draft heretofore; and his numb brain was startled 
into sudden hope by the intimation which it conveyed. Obviously there 
was some underground rift or channel through which the air entered; 
and this rift might somehow prove to be a place of egress from the 
oubliette. 

Getting to his feet, he groped uncertainly forward in the direction of 
the draft. He stumbled over something that crackled and broke beneath 
his heels, and narrowly checked himself from falling on his face in the 
slimy, serpent-haunted pool. Before he could investigate the obstruction 
or resume his blind groping, he heard a harsh, grating noise above, and 
a wavering shaft of yellow light came down through the oubliette's open¬ 
ed mouth. Dazzled, he looked up, and saw the round hole ten or twelve 
feet overhead, through which a dark hand had reached down with a 
flaring torch. A small basket, containing a loaf of coarse bread and a 
bottle of wine, was being lowered at the end of a cord. 

Gaspard took the bread and wine, and the basket was drawn up. 
Before the withdrawal of the torch and the re-depositing of the slab, 
he contrived to make a hasty survey of his dungeon. 

The place was roughly circular, as he had surmised, and was perhaps 
fifteen feet in diameter. The thing over which he had stumbled was a 
human skeleton, lying half on the rubble-heap, half in the filthy water. 
It was brown and rotten with age, and its garments had long melted 
away in patches of liquid mold. 
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More than a little dismayed, Gaspard began to wonder if he had 
exchanged the foul, skeleton-haunted oubliette for something even worse. 
The night around and before him was still untouched by any ray, and 
the air-current, though strong, was laden with a dankness and moldiness 
as of interminable vaults. 

Touching the tunnel-sides at intervals as he plunged hesistantly into 
the deepening water, he found a sharp angle, giving upon free space at 
his right. The space proved to be the mouth of an intersecting passage, 
whose flooded bottom was at least level and went no deeper into the 
stagnant foulness. Exploring it, he stumbled over the beginning of a 
flight of upward steps. Mounting these through the shoaling water, 
he soon found himself on dry stone. 

The stairs, narrow, broken, irregular, without landings, appeared to 
wind in some eternal spiral that was coiled lightlessly about the bowels 
of Ylourgne. They were close and stifling as a tomb, and plainly they 
were not the source of the air-current which Gaspard had started to 
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the necromancers. Their account may have been somewhat tinged by a 
pious exaggeration; but they swore that the giant rose abruptly, standing 
more than waist-high above the ruins of the barbican, amid a sudden 
leaping of long-tongued fires and a swirling of pitchy fumes erupted 
from Malebolge. The giant's head was level with the high top of the 
donjon, and his right arm, outthrust, lay like a bar of stormy cloud 
athwart the new-risen sun. 

The monks tell grovelling to their knees, thinking that the Archfoe 
himself had come forth, using Ylourgne for his gateway from the Pit. 
Then, across the mile-wide valley, they heard a thunderous peal of de¬ 
moniac laughter; and the giant, climbing over the mounded barbican at 
a single step, began to descend the scarped and craggy hill. 
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the sons of Adam. His hair, in matted locks, streamed behind him like a 
mass of black pythons; his naked skin was livid and pale and cadaverous, 
like the skin of the dead; but beneath it. the stupendous thews of a 1 itan 
swelled and rippled. The eyes, wide and glaring, flamed like lidless 
cauldrons heated by the fires of the unplumbed Pit. 


The rumor of his coming passed like a gale of terror through the 
Monastery. Many of the Brothers, deeming discretion the better part 
of religious fervor, hid themselves in the stone-hewn cellars and vaults. 
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Hysteria and pandemonium prevailed in the streets. Pale,panic-stricken 
faces milled everywhere in an aimless stream. Hurrying torches flared 
dolorously in the twilight that deepened as if ,with the shadow of im¬ 
pending wings arisen from Erebus. The gloom was clogged with intan¬ 
gible fear, with webs of stifling oppression. Through all this rout of wild 
disorder and frenzy, Caspard, like a spent but indomitable swimmer 

to his attic lodgings. 

Afterward, he could scarcely remember eating and drinking. Overworn 
beyond the limit of bodily and spiritual endurance, he threw himself down 
on his pallet without removing his ooze-stiffened tatters, and slept soddenly 

He awoke with the death-pale beams of the gibbous moon shining 
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pikesmen, who opposed him with outthrust weapons, were swept from the 
wall above the eastern gate by a single sidelong blow of the seventy-foot 
pine that he bore for a cudgel. Then, having cleared the wall, the colossus 
climbed over it into Vyones. 

Roaring, chuckling, laughing like a maniacal Cyclops, he strode along 
the narrow streets between houses that rose only to his waist, trampling 
without mercy everyone who could not escape in time, and smashing 
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Fetaja’s biography . 
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